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Hatred can neither conceive nor give birth.


Nizar Qabbani







Prologue


If you can’t see other than what light is showing you and you can’t hear other than what voices announce to you, so dear, the truth is that you can’t see or hear. The truth needs two people: one to say it and one to perceive it. In this book, there are many challenging events. Please do not continue if you are dependent on your present belief system and do not accept others or feel you cannot cope emotionally with what has happened and is happening in some people’s lives. Please do not continue if you are an “I know it all” type of person or if your religion is worth killing for. I assure you that there’s nothing for you in this book.


If you choose to continue, please remember that some of us are like ink, and others are like paper. If it were not for some of us to be dark, the white would be deaf, and if it were not for the whiteness of some of us, the blackness would be blind.


Whenever I thought about holding a pen and starting to write, I stopped myself in any way I could to forget about it because I knew that deep inside, I was not even ready to hear my thoughts—much less share them with others. Because, trust me, you may lose your mind trying to understand mine.


But here I am, starting another thing to do. Not for myself, but to make a difference or at least to inspire someone that life moves on, and the show must go on with or without us. It is time to tell the whole damn world that we exist, and we will simply be ourselves with our unique fingerprints.


You may wonder what you will see in a book titled Stripped. Is it about being physically nude? Are you going to see nude photos between pages?


Let's be honest: Sex sells!


But no, you will not ... It will be way more interesting. It is about being nude in a different way, with no secrets, no stories to hide behind, and no clothes or masks to put on because not one of us was born covered. The first thing they did to us was cover us with a piece of fabric, a name to carry till we die, and a life we must live whether we like it or not. I decided to strip myself of everything I was covered with. I felt like it was worth it to walk upon the earth with no name and no clothes to be covered with, to walk only with my storytelling of who I might be, while my body is the paper of this book, and my features are drawn with the ink of all these words.


I always did my best to save my privacy. I have never liked people to know what is going on in my life. Even the closest people to me knew nothing in detail. I always wanted to handle my issues, sadness, and struggles alone. As it was once said, "Don't let people know too much about you; if they know more, they will find many ways to hurt you." Sharing some of my stories with strangers is like walking nude for me. Then I remembered that we were all born with no cover on. It makes sense to me because if covering our bodies all the time is that important and is a central issue around the globe, then why were we all born naked?


At first, I was planning to start writing this book and hide behind the pronoun HE Instead of I. Two letters could give me a better chance to avoid trouble, but I wanted to play this with my own rules and with the one letter that describes me and all of us the most. It is time for me to run my own show.


So, let's be just you and me, just the two of us, during these pages. I am going to tell you a lot of my story. I will imagine that we have known each other for a long time while talking to you just like I am talking to someone very close to me, whom I can trust to listen to without judgment.










One.


As once said, "When you pay attention, everything is your teacher."


I paid attention to almost everything since I was a little kid. I came to this world with so many questions like “Who's God? How old is he? Why He, not She? Why do we even breathe, and why did I come to this world in this particular place and time?”


I was a child who struggled for years to read and write, while most of the kids my age did it way earlier than I did. Somehow, my brain was ahead of many at my age, as I always wanted to know things instead of learning what I was told to learn. As a result of that, kids and adults called me so many names, such as “stupid, disabled,” and “crazy,” Struggling with reading, I always felt less of myself as a child, but when I did learn how to read, I didn’t stop, and I won’t till the day I die. I still remember the first story I ever read. It was written by the Greek fabulist and storyteller Aesop. The story was about Zeus, who created humans carrying two bags. One is hanging in the front and is full of other people’s shortfalls, and the other is hanging in the back, full of one's own shortfalls. This is why people can see the shortfalls of others and never see their own. This story made me, in one way or another, the person I am today. It made me always busy checking my back in the mirror, as I wanted to become a better version of myself. That made me busy enough to forget about checking the bag in the front. It made me blind to what other people might genuinely be and what they hid from me. Later on, all the names some people called me were replaced by the names Al Tant and Al kharoof (Faggot, sheep). A sheep because I have curly hair, and a faggot, because I was never someone who would make a fight, and that made me less than an ordinary boy in their eyes.


I used to hate school because, again, it was never the place to learn about what I wanted to know—it was to learn about what they wanted me to know. Just a few people had answers to my many questions since I was a child. One of them was my father. He used to drink a glass of Arak every night while having dinner. It was my favorite time because it was the time when my father would answer some of my questions and discuss almost anything with me. That was when I was between the ages of eight and fifteen. This was the school I loved the most, with one teacher and one class, where there were no forbidden questions. He taught me how to be the best version of myself. He taught me that God is not the punisher who waits for our mistakes, but that God is true peace and love, love in all kinds and ways, is inside every one of us, and is our brain that tells us the bad and the good. My father has those gorgeous blue-grey eyes, like the earth’s color from out of space, that make you feel like he has the wisdom of it; if the earth could speak, it would talk just like him. He taught me that there is no limit to learning. Every time we learn about something, we ask for more and still have much to know. Unlimited knowledge is something unreachable.


My dad was born and raised in a small village. The closest school to his modest house was a two-hour drive. He used to go there every single day, no matter what the weather was or how he had to get there, by bus or even walking. He knew exactly what he wanted, and he achieved it. He became an engineer and the first person in that area to earn a degree above middle school. He made it from totally nothing. I am so proud to have an amazing father like him.


My definition of female beauty was always a lady with long black hair, hazel eyes, bronze skin tone, long beautiful legs, with a gorgeous body, and she had to be a smoker.


My mom completely inspired my definition of female beauty. For me, “The beauty of the whole universe has been shortened in Mama.” She kind of grew up as an orphan and was raised by her amazing aunt after her dad had left because he was busy with his new wife and new children. They always told her that her mom had passed away when my mom was two years old. She had lived with this idea until her early twenties when she was on a trip to Lebanon with her friends. She accidentally met her mom in a restaurant in Beirut.


My grandmother was sitting there with her friend at a table next to the door, having her coffee, when a group of girls entered through that wooden door with a brass bell above it. She had no idea that the tinkle of that brass bell would be the start of being a mom again. When she saw them, her heart started beating so fast; she told her friend, "How life is so unfair. I am sure that my daughter is somewhere looking gorgeous, just like those beautiful young ladies and just like her own mom." Then they laughed about how much my grandma loved how she looked.


My mom has a unique name that I have never heard of before, nor have I even heard of someone else having it. After around fifteen minutes, one of my mom's friends said her name. At that moment, a bell tinkled fast and loud inside my grandma's heart like a church bell on a Sunday. Without hesitating, she stood up, walked to my mom's table, looked deeply into my mom's eyes, and asked, "Is that your name?" My mom kept silent for a few seconds before answering, so she asked again, "Is that your name?" My mom replied, "Yes, it is! Why?" My grandma asked, "Is your second name ......?" - "Yes, do we know each other?" At that point, my grandma fell on her knees, started crying, and hugged her like in a scene in an Italian opera. She told her she was her mother with a shivery, gravelly voice that kept my mom from questioning whether she heard the same thing. And then my mom said, even in a more shivery voice: "But my mom passed away when I was two years old! It is not possible!" During the next couple of hours, my mom heard the whole truth about the lie she had been living every single day of her past life. She heard about how her mom ran away in the middle of the night because of her husband, who used to beat her just for being an attractive woman he wanted to keep only for himself and didn't allow her even to leave the house. Sadly, my grandma had to put herself first and fled to Lebanon. The price she paid for being free was leaving her daughter to live as a motherless girl. But I believe this is what God is for. He takes care of each one of us in his own way.


I have this unique relationship with my mom. She is not only my sweet mom but also my friend, and I try my best to be a mom and a dad for her, in addition to being a good son. She taught me not only about love but also about giving and caring. She mentioned not only how much it may hurt to give or care but also how many people deserve our care and will return it to us in many ways.


Mom and Dad helped me find out how to achieve my dreams even out of nothing. They showed me how much even a simple smile to a stranger could make his day. They taught me whom I must love: “Fall in love with someone strong because this person might be the only army you need.”










Two.


I was raised in a middle-class family that offered almost everything to me except inner peace of mind. It took me quite a while to figure out that I had to find and achieve this on my own. At first, I couldn't find it because I was not honest with myself or supportive enough.


Every time I felt attracted to a guy, I ignored my feelings and him, not because I was ashamed of who I was but because I could be rejected. Even if he were gay, he would hide it and bully me for something within himself that he was fighting against. This is how many people in the LGBTQ community live their lives. They have sex with random people, and in public, they are ladies and gentlemen. They may not have the knowledge that they could be both homosexuals and ladies or gentlemen at the same time.


This is something that made me different from the start. I couldn't let some rules, created by people whose names no one knows or if they even existed or not, control how I had to live my life under the power and the name of conventionality or even religion. I often say: “As long as I am not hurting anybody, including myself, it is not your damn business whom I like to share my bed with.”


An African proverb says, “When there is no enemy within, the enemies outside can't hurt you.” This is how I became my best friend: deep inside, I knew that I was choosing the hard road and needed trustworthy company.


I knew I would only have what I wanted if I did what the rest were doing. I couldn't do that because I couldn't be anything but myself.


I started to see the world through a 15-inch screen. I began to search on the internet for something like what I was going through. That was the first time I saw how closed-minded the Arabic-speaking world is. I found out that in Arabic, we have a name. That name was close enough to be the name of the plague (Shaz). When I searched about the same in English, I found the word “Gay.” I began to feel happy, normal and accepted as a human being. Then, I started the journey to see myself as a normal 16-year-old guy. During the first month of being even a bit open about who I was, I lost a few of my close friends. I also lost my favorite uncle at that time. He told his wife to tell me at the door that I was not allowed to enter their place again and that I was dead for the whole family. That caused me much pain, but I somehow sucked it up and moved on.


I met a lot of both bad and good people online. I met the people who make you feel like they hadn't heard about something called “Hi” or “Hello.” All they used to do at first was ask for nude photos or about your role in bed. I couldn't accept that kind of person. I always admired the intellectual, polite, “classy” type of man. I met some of those men online and am still friends with some of them. My only problem was that all the guys I liked lived more than 2,000 miles away.


Eventually, at 16, I decided to leave school and study at home because I couldn't handle bullying. Boys at school used to bully me since I was eight years old. I went through eight years and a half of bullying, not because of anything except that I was different from them. On the other hand, girls used to like me at school, and all of them were my friends. That was one of the reasons boys hated me at school even more. I was always a straight-looking and acting guy, well dressed and always in love with perfumes. That kind of difference I was talking about before. I am a skinny guy with broad shoulders and 1.80 meters in height. I was not like this back then. I was a thin, short boy with curly hair, messy eyelashes, and sad eyes. Every boy at that school was bigger and taller than me, so they quickly showed off their strength by bullying me. They used to wait for me in front of the school’s gate after we finished classes. I had a different plan and an inner map every day to leave school without letting them see me. They beat me a few times before I learned where my strength lay. It was on my tongue. I was blessed with a tongue that I knew exactly how to use and when. That strong muscle I have was my weapon because, without it, I could only live a life controlled by a society that creates sons who believe that if they don't make trouble or beat other boys, they would never be real men.


It all started when I woke up one morning and wanted to wear my red shoes. This was not allowed at school. They had to be black. Just then, I decided that I was not going there again. I left the house for a whole week at the same time I used to leave every day. After school, I used to walk to the beach and sit until I had to be home. I told my mom the next week that I didn't want to go to school that day, and she asked, "Are you okay? Is it all good at school?" I said: "Yes, kind of, but I don't want to go today." She said OKAY. An hour later, someone from school called our house and wanted to talk to my mom to ask her why I missed a few days at school. When they asked her that, she looked at me and said: "His dad and I don't want him to go there anymore. He will study at home because your school is not a school we want our kid to be in."


At that point, I knew that my mom and dad felt I was unhappy there from the first day of that semester, but they needed some confirmation. They felt that I was going through a challenging difficulty and that I wanted to handle it on my own. I did take it on my own—by leaving a place where bullies surrounded me, and I am still glad that I did.










Three.


It is March 2015 at four in the morning, and the power is off. Under the light of a candle, I am trying to write about the next period I went through. Candles are nice and romantic, but only when you know you have power. It is hard for me to write about the period that will come next because this was the experience that didn't kill me but made me stronger. Yes, it didn't kill me and made me stronger, but it hurt me badly.


I started to have gay friends from around here. I met some online and some others through mutual friends. I thought that, finally, I was going to fit in somewhere. But no, I was mistaken. Or maybe I was not lucky enough to meet the good version of gay people here because, at that time, I learned what kind of gay people this society had formed. Let me tell you something about gay people here, or at least those I knew who were out of the closet. They are the biggest enemies of one another —by stealing each other's boyfriends or at least “Doing” them or calling the other one's parents to tell them about the sexuality of their sons. These sons would often be kicked out of their own homes. And finally, they use some people they know to get each other arrested.


I had plenty of experiences like that because of people I thought would have the same dreams as humans or even as citizens. Because of people I thought would look after each other. Trust me, there were moments when I missed the bullies back at school.


I always hated the word “victim” and promised never to be one or act like one. But, as some people say and believe, some things in our lives are meant to happen. I knew what it meant to be one of those people and how it felt. I guess it made me a little bit wiser as a human being and gave me experiences.


There is this coffee shop where gay guys used to hang out. I used to go there with the gay friends I had back then almost every day. I remember it was a rainy, cold evening when we went there one day. We sat at our usual table. Some of us were smoking shisha. The place was full of gay people who all knew each other. After sitting there for around twenty minutes, a handsome, tall man entered the door. All the guys in this coffee shop turned quiet for a few seconds because of the handsome stranger drenched in the rain. He was new to that place, and everyone was trying his best to be the first to talk to him. Most of the guys at my table were trying, smiling at him, and winking flirtatiously like the others. All of this was brand new to me. I felt so embarrassed and confused. I did not know if I should stay inside that place or leave. I left ten minutes later because I was so uncomfortable around people acting like sex machines.


The next day, I knew that the table that had won the contest to conquer the hot stranger was my friend’s. It turned out that he sat with them after I left, and of course, nobody at the other tables was happy about that, especially one effeminate guy in his middle thirties. He used to get upset and aggressive if someone spoke to him as a man. He thought of it as an insult. He was known to be high on drugs all the time. Everyone considered him a horrible person. His primary sources of income were prostitution or pimping, and he was a drug dealer from time to time, so he knew many troubled people and had much dirty money.


I stopped going to the coffee shop for a few days because I had to study. After a while, I felt bored and convinced myself how useless it was to feel so embarrassed for something I did not even do. I called one of my friends and asked him to meet me at the coffee shop.


I went there to see that handsome stranger sitting at our table. I said “Hi” to everyone and ordered my regular sweet coffee. I moved a chair and sat next to one of my friends. The handsome stranger also moved his chair and put it next to mine. He reached out his hand and said: “Hi, I am Aman, and I heard a lot about you.” I replied: “My pleasure. I’m Lucian.” Then he said in a low voice: “Actually, I know nothing about you because no one wanted to tell me anything. But here I am, and I want to get to know you more if you allow it.” We chatted for almost an hour about all sorts of things. I asked him with all the confidence I could manage during our conversation: “Why me? Look around! Everybody is craving even to talk to you.” — “First, because you are not,” he replied, “and second, I love guys who play hard to get.” And that was something I was not intentionally doing at all. For me, the sexiest body part is the mind. Also, I am the kind of person who is committed to the credo, “If anyone can have it, I don't want it." I also wanted to get to know him because he was so polite and confident, and he was the first guy who flirted with me in real life without living 2,000 miles away through a 15-inch screen.


We exchanged cell phone numbers and decided to meet again somewhere else — away from that place. We left together, and he waited until I took a cab. While sitting in the cab on my way home, one of my friends called me to tell me one of the most horrible, terrifying things to hear for a teenage gay guy like me. He told me that the effeminate guy who used to call himself “Afaf” had come to their table after I had left with Aman and started yelling and threatening them. He demanded to give him my land phone number. One of my closest friends - that's what I thought he was - asked Afaf if he could have a word and took him away from the table. He asked Afaf for money in return for handing over my number. They struck that deal, and after that, my friends saw Afaf shouting and screaming on his cell phone, telling one of my parents that “Your son is a damn faggot, and he just left with a hot guy to get fucked.”


When my friend and I ended that call, I cried and was utterly terrified. I didn't know what to do or what to say. Did I have to go back? Did I have to go home? Which of my parents answered him? What would my parents do to me? Would they be disappointed in me? Why hadn't one of my parents called me yet? Who would I call right now? Sadly, I had no one to call for advice or to help me calm down.


I took a deep breath and started to think about what I was going to do, what I was going to say. Then it hit me that I had to get home as quickly as possible because Afaf had told my parents that I just went out with some guy to have sex. If I came home soon, they would know he was a damn liar. I thought through everything during these minutes and decided that if they asked me about my sexuality, I would not lie about who I am —no matter the price. I was a gay guy who hadn't received even a kiss from another guy yet.


I respected myself for who I was, not because of any experience with another guy.


When I entered the house, it was unnaturally quiet. Then I heard my mom from the kitchen asking: “Habibi, is that you?” I waited a few seconds until I could answer her. She asked me to give her a hand with something. I went to the kitchen, and when I looked at my mom's face, I realized that she had something to say to me. She noticed the fear in my eyes and asked me if everything was okay. “Yes, kind of,” I said. “Look, my prince, someone called us and tried to tell me some stuff about you. I didn't let him finish and told him I would call the police if he called again. I don't want to ask you about anything, but I will ask you to stop talking to anyone at that coffee place. None of them is good enough for you. Change your cellphone number tomorrow. I don't want any of them to bother you or get in touch with you. I trust you and am sure you know what’s best for you.”


I knew deep inside that my mom was right. These people were not good for me. The next morning, I got a new cellphone number. On my way to the store, I received a text message: Afaf had paid more money to get the land phone numbers of my friends at school. He had called their parents one by one to tell them that I was a “faggot.” Not one of them would talk to me anymore. After I finished reading this text, I wished only to be invisible. I remember sitting on the sidewalk, feeling so lonely, thinking of nothing. Then I broke the SIM card of my old cellphone number.


I stayed inside my room for a couple of days doing nothing except crying and listening to music before I started to think: Why am I here crying because of people who want me to cry and feel hurt? Why am I giving them exactly what they want that easily? I am so much fucking stronger and smarter than this.


That was the first thing that made me develop trust issues. I am getting my revenge now from that thing called Afaf by telling his story and using “He.” Trust me, to my mind, it would drive him crazy, although I don't think he is able to read Arabic, much less English.


Karma does its job in so many ways. The friend who sold my land phone number and my friends' numbers to Afaf lives in Turkey now, using drugs. And I have never heard anything from that handsome stranger who called himself Aman.










Four.


Music has had an enormous influence on me ever since that time. I went through so much depression, but the next few months were my first time dealing with such a gut punch of negative feelings. I remember how many times I thought about ending my own life at that time. Music always used to get me out of that dark zone.


Sometimes, all we need to do is listen to the right song. I have always been a fan of music that makes you feel better and stronger. Sometimes, I needed to hear sad music with sad lyrics because it made me feel like it was expressing everything I went through— even more since I had no one to talk to about it. It is like saying out loud what's going on in your mind that you can't say for yourself.


I spent most of my time alone in my bedroom studying, listening to music, and overthinking everything. Overthinking took me to dark places so many times. I felt alone and like everybody would be embarrassed even to say “Hi” to me. When I left the house, I was convinced that everyone was staring at me, knowing what was happening inside my head and judging me. It was all because of overthinking about something. I acted like it would not hurt, but it hurt very much.


My parents started to control my life more and more. They made many things forbidden for me, but I've always been the kind who rebels against rules — as long as I am not hurting anyone, including myself.


Jail is any place you cannot leave. I know exactly what that means because I experienced it every moment in my homeland. I felt the same when I was stuck at the house because it was something my parents wanted me to do. Then I learned how to say “No”— to really mean it and act accordingly.


I have just one brother who is older than me by a few years. He was always the tough, masculine guy who embodied the image of straight society. My brother and I never had a close relationship, even when we shared the same room as kids. He attended a different school and hung out with other friends. I always felt like my brother was embarrassed once his friends knew that I was his only brother. This seemed to be all because I was not a troublemaker, and my friends were mostly girls. My brother is such a sweetheart inside, and I don't blame him because you must always be tough to survive in an environment like here. He kicked many boys’ asses back at school just because they bullied me. It all changed when we grew up. People do change when they get older, don't they?


On June 21st of the same year, it was my birthday. I did nothing special like every other birthday except think and dream of where I would possibly be next year on this exact date. The next day, I argued with my brother about why I was keeping my hair long. Wearing your hair like this around here is unusual if you look like a straight, masculine guy. The argument grew because I was done hearing from people what I had to do and what not. I fired back, which is unacceptable to come from a younger brother. I couldn't help but use my sharp tongue, my weapon, to fight mean people or defend myself. And my brother was really mean to me that day. I remember when he felt he couldn’t answer me anymore. He told me something that makes me feel so hurt even today. “Look fag,” he said, “Don't ever say that I am your brother because I am not, not anymore. You are an embarrassment. You are dead to me.” My parents were there during the whole argument. They said nothing when he told me that. It was the first time I left the house crying because I felt like my parents agreed with him when they chose to stay silent.


I left the house and started to walk without knowing where to go. I walked to whatever place my feet were carrying me. I felt nothing new at that time. I was feeling so alone. People on the streets looked at me, wondering why I was crying, but no one bothered to ask.


After a couple of hours, my feet took me back to our apartment building. I remember sitting on the sidewalk. I was staring at the window of my room, thinking of all my feelings, thoughts, and dreams since childhood. There was so much to remember. When I came back home, I talked to nobody there. The next day, I began to stop fighting my teenage hormones. Instead, I just ignored everybody around me, including my parents.


Is it okay to live a life others don't understand?


I kept this up for around a week. Then I decided to find another place where I could find gay people around here, and I found it quickly. I wanted to be a brand-new person and a stronger version of myself. I acted like I didn't care about anything, like I had nothing to lose. This was, of course, not true. We don't appreciate what we have until it is sadly gone. I was doing everything my hormones were driving me to do to ignore my loneliness. Here I am, blaming my hormones as a teenager instead of the whole society for what happened to me next. How sweet of me!


I made new friendships with new gay guys from around here. I started to hang out with more and more people day after day. I became friends with practically everyone gay in my city. I didn’t see much difference between them and the people at the gay coffee place in the past. Most of them had the same attitude and even the same lifestyle. Sex meant almost everything to them.


I became more and more popular in a short time. I was so good at playing the character I was playing around them. But I also remember being rude to rude guys who used to bully others to show everyone that I was not the one to mess with. Deep inside, it was all about seeing the old me bullied by mean people—like those poor guys. The old me had no one to protect him—but those others would have me around them.


I learned more and more during that time about gay life and how they got to know each other. They invented their own language to talk to one another. They use it when they don't want anyone around to understand them. They may use it to talk about a hot guy sitting next to them or maybe about money and escort business, which is prevalent in their environment. Some of them became escorts to survive after leaving their parent’s house. Others did it just for fun. They love sex and an expensive lifestyle, so being an escort for them was like a dream job.


After a while, their language became not a secret anymore and was known to many who were not gays, thanks to the gay guys who would do anything to make out with straight ones. Those straight guys would brag for hours about how many girls begged them to have sex, and a few hours later, they would be bottoms in bed with gay guys who wear wigs. The following day, they will return to being the tough guys and will bully every gay that they see on the streets.


I had my own experience with this kind of guy, but it differed from the one other gays went through.


It was a cold winter night when I walked with one of my friends. The streets were empty, and just a few cars were passing by. I remember seeing two guys standing in a corner. It was dark over there. The only thing I could see was the glow of two cigarettes. When those guys saw us, they began to follow us slowly. While walking, I laughed with my friend but was so scared of them deep inside. I couldn’t show my fear because I knew that they were like animals—they smelled fear. My friend was wearing some makeup, so they could tell we were gay. They kept following us for more than thirty minutes and were coming closer. They started to throw some words: “We are horny.” and “We want to fuck." That made me even more scared because they looked like troubled people. Ten minutes later, they stood before us and asked us to talk—I was shaking. Again, they asked us for sex. “We know a place we can go to,” one of them said. I remember that one was around 1.95 cm tall, and the other was shorter than me. The short guy was the one who did all the talking with all his rudeness. He made me feel like it was an order to have sex with them, and we had to do it immediately. I hid my hands inside my pockets so they wouldn’t see them shaking. My brain worked so fast; unfortunately, I used my sharp tongue when he finished talking. I told him to grab a chair and stand on it so I could see him first—next time he wants to speak to us. We left and walked as fast as we could, looking behind us every few minutes to see if they were still following us. After a while, in the middle of the empty street, I could hear someone running toward us from behind. I was terrified enough not to look behind me. safe, I felt something sharp and cold entering my back. One of the guys had stabbed me between my shoulders with a razor. Both ran away like rats.


I remember my friend screaming while putting his hand on my back and pressing hard on the wound. I felt no pain. All I was feeling was being lost. I couldn't understand what was happening until I saw my friend's hands covered with blood, covered with my blood; I saw his hands while he was screaming for a cab to take us to the hospital. He hugged me and told me that everything was going to be okay. The last thing I could remember from that night was the smell of my blood, which made me unconscious. After a few hours, I woke up in the hospital, full of pain. The razor had entered my body close to the spine. There were two wounds on my back, which needed seven stitches each. No one told me how deep the wounds were, but I had to keep the stitches for around three weeks and wasn't allowed by the doctors to leave bed or move.


The two scars are still on my back, and every time I see them in the mirror, I ask myself if it would have been wiser to do what they wanted—to avoid what happened that night. But at the same time, I knew I would do exactly what I did again, and my reaction would be the same.


Of course, my parents never knew the truth about what happened that day. I was lucky that I didn't get killed during that cold night or that they didn’t attack my face with that razor. If I had been mature enough then, all I would have had to do was stay away from that lifestyle and keep my life only inside the fifteen-inch screen of my computer until I had the chance to leave. I didn’t because I needed to be closer to something and wanted to know exactly what it was. I had many questions and thought I could find the answers somewhere in that lifestyle. So I returned to that life the day the doctors removed the stitches. I started to hang out again with the same friends every day. The fear was something attached to me all the time. I feared going through anything I had gone through before, but I was acting like the guy who had the thickest skin ever. I lived daily without thinking about the future and trying to forget the past.


I remember the first gay party I attended. It was something unforgettable for me as a gay teenager. It was a birthday party, and many guys were in that big beach house the host had rented. Some of them were shirtless, and others were wearing women’s clothes. The only thing that was in common between all of them was that they were drunk. There was a locked room upstairs where they put all the stuff they didn't want to lose, and only a couple of guys had the keys. I went up there with one of my friends to store our wallets and cell phones. Then we went downstairs to enjoy our first gay party. The music was so loud that we couldn't even talk. There was a DJ who played the most horrible Arabic songs I have ever heard, songs for belly dancing. It became like a competition for them to see who was dancing better.


I was sitting alone the whole time, watching drunk people dancing—asking myself If I belonged to this community. A few guys approached me and asked me to join them, but I refused politely. I didn't drink at that party because I was under eighteen, but I was not the only one underage there. Many guys my age were smoking weed and drinking. One hour later, some drunk, shirtless guy approached me, and without even saying one word, he hit me with the beer can he was holding. I was shocked for a second, but then I pushed him away. A few guys came between us to stop any fight that could happen. I have never believed in violence. This is why I did not even try to hit him back, but trust me, loud music saved him that night because if there hadn’t been loud music over there, I could have said things to him that might have made him cry in front of everyone at that party. He came after ten minutes to apologize. He said he drank a lot and didn't know what he was thinking. One of the guys who asked me to dance was his ex-boyfriend, who was still in love with him. I guess I was somehow in the wrong place at the wrong time.


After a while, we heard shouting upstairs that drowned out the loud music. The DJ turned the music off, and we started rushing upstairs to find out what was happening. No one went upstairs who also didn’t start to yell. I saw all of the party people standing in front of the locked room door, where everybody kept their stuff. Everyone was blaming or accusing. The door was broken, and most of the things were gone. Someone had stolen everything he could carry without anyone noticing him. I said before: I was in the wrong place at the wrong time. My wallet and my cellphone were stolen too. I was so mad and upset that night, but when I remember it now, I laugh about what an unlucky day it has been. It was a fun, easy night to remember compared to what had happened to me the next day.




OEBPS/images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/3_1.jpg
5. RS ark
:‘1:‘

@l 0





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




		Epigraph



		Table of Contents



		Prologue



		One



		Two



		Three



		Four



		Five



		Six



		Seven



		Eight



		Nine



		Ten



		Eleven



		Twelve



		Thirteen



		Fourteen



		Fifteen



		Sixteen



		Seventeen



		Eighteen



		Nineteen



		Twenty



		Twenty-One



		Twenty-Two



		Epilogue



		About the author



		Copyright









Page List





		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375











